Tea, milk-one-sugar 


After a first cup, 
and now on the second, 
1 write 


-its raining.i'm sitting 
on black leather seat in my room 
wi tea milk 1 sugar- 

these words thumb-typed into the phone, 
describes the scene, 
my mood 

gesturing to some mobile place, 
the message: 

-i think about holding u, 
come closer so 
that i can whisper.. - 

echo of homeless, then equal to 
the continual hills, provider 
of comfort: 

a reply, 

some intimate real-time closeness, 

like your smell mingled with the present smell 

of summer rain on pavement, 

and a sense of touch 

wrapped round your shoulders... 

(ok, 

considering the distance I am now guessing 
this next part: 

Looking at your handset, 
you murmur "Uhuh", absorb, 
maybe smile, 
then return-type 
mischievously...) 

Now the condition 

triggering all of this 

is a curious combination of 

taste, sound, 

a sense of longing 

mixed with rough estimates, 

including at least 

a thousand cups of milky tea, 

which represent mostly Scotland 
though also England 

partially, 

plus 



several billion drops of water 
^sounds 

that previously bounced off... 


But now, 

the volume sinks me. 

With the window open, 

I invite them in, these raindrops, 
for small-but-sad talk. 

Instead 

they converse with the tree, and 
right on time, 

bells ring for melancholy's curfew: 

Message received! 

-i will come 
closer 2 u & say 

shut up. 

hee hee.me-rong.x- 
Wicked cheer, love. No doubt. 


The leaves are weary of Friday evening 
and I can sympathise: 

It's only August. 


Andrew Gryf Paterson, 2002. 



